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hours. Frankel told me years later that he had buried his
dearest friend that night.
I did not know how great the danger was. If I had, I could
never have got through the next three months. Even so, they
were terrible. His ups and downs kept us on the rack; he was
often convinced of his recovery; often again he despaired and was
in mortal dread. When he felt better he joked about his approach-
ing death. "You will be in demand when I am gone, with your
youth and looks. Now who shall it be?"
"No one," I said.    "Don't talk of it."
"Yes, but let's see, who is there?"
He went through his list, and always ended up with: "It'll be
better, after all, if I stay with you."
I had to laugh with tears in my eyes.
He entrusted his annotated scores of Beethoven and Schumann
and other symphonies to me. "They're valuable," he said.
"Have them printed."
Sometimes he got up and went into our large corner
sitting-room. He lay on a comfortable sofa and I read aloud
to him.
When I went out, the policeman on duty in the Plaza, the most
crowded spot in New York, asked me again and again: "How is
Mr Mahler?" Then he took me safely across and gave me his
good wishes. Never in my whole life have I met so much genuine
warmth of heart and delicacy of feeling as in America.
One day Schindler, who was to accompany Alda Casazza, came
to ask me about the tempi of the song of mine she was going to
sing. Mahler who was in bed in the next room was enraged at
the dilettante way he went to work, and when Schindler went on
to play me some Moussorgsky songs he whistled for me to come
in and told me to send Schindler about his business. He said it
was tactless of him to start playing something else immediately
after my song, and said it so emphatically that there was no
contradicting him.
I was often taken out for drives by friends as a relief from con-
stant attendance at his bedside; and one afternoon Frankel came
for me unexpectedly. This was very opportune, as it was the
afternoon of Alda Casazza's recital and I had a ticket for the back
of the gallery, Mahler and I came to a secret understanding that
Frankel should take me, Frankel was very much astonished when
he found I was going to a concert, a thing I had not done for
weeks. I did not say what the concert was, let alone that a song of